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GRANT IN THE CANAL BUSINESS. 


HE gratifying news has reached the ears 
of our distracted fellow-countrymen that 
General Grant, on his return to this 

country, would not dabble his fingers in the 
dirty waters of politics, but would assume the 
Presidency of that great Canal prospect which 
is to do so much for commerce. 

Now, that may all be very well, but as a 
strategist General Grant has not been in the 
habit of announcing his intentions to the enemy 
beforehand. Not much he hasn’t. And we take 
the liberty.of believing that U. S. G., the poli- 
tician, is very much like U. S. G., the General, 
in diverting the attention of the enemy away 
from the point he intends to attack. 

But if Mr. Grant is, really going into the 
canal business, we desire it to be known that it 
is not on any canal that is to wed the waters of 
the Atlantic to those of the Pacific; but rather 
on a gutter that will lead from the old Grant 
domicile in Galena to the recenter residence 
in the White House, Washington. 

If this canal is dug, successfully, it will be a 
paying institution, Its business in passengers 
and freight will be great enough to make blue 
the gills even of a Vanderbilt; just think, feller- 
citizens, of the number of Uncles, Cousins, and 
all sorts of nepotic relations unto the thirty- 
third and forty-fourth generations who would 
go sailing out from the West, after offices, when 
Ulysses came into his own again! 

And the presents! Aha, the Whiskey Ring 
alone could run a sort of Red Star line of boats, 
with an improved breed of trotting mules. That 
alone would secure the freight business; and as 
to its rolling stock—the mules—we doubt if 
there is a man in this country fitter to select or 
manage them than Grant. All this is very fine 
if only there is to be the canal; and just here 
the strength of U.S. G. comes in, 

Recently it has been the fortune of Puck to 
show Grant putting the Republicans to sleep; 
wait a little and you'll see him wake them. 
They are the chaps to dig his canal for him! 
For eight long years they never refused to 
shovel dirt for him, and surely they won’t 
decline now; and quick work will be made 
when the mighty Conkling lifts his pick, and the 
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ponderous Blaine scoops out shovelfulls of ob- 
stacles in the way to the White House. 

Many weak ones will fall by the way, but will 
not G. Wash, Childs, A.M., Poet-obituate (par- 
don the hog-Latin, dear reader!), be there to 
write them up the golden stair? 

Roll your bar’ls down the cellar, Uncle 
Samuel J.! There is one coming after, mightier 
than you, who marshals his forces by the power 
of an Indomitable Will, and is unacquainted 
with your peculiar policy of shilly-shally. 

And, above all things, believe in your news- 
dispatches, feller-citizens; Grant 7s going into 
the canal business, and when the mules caracole 
his boat through the land to Washington, sur- 
rounded by dolphins of devoted adherents, 
nereids of nepotics, and shoals of contractors, 
with the skins (and souls) of sharks on (and in) 
them, the story of Cleopatra in her Barge will 
pale and fade from our memories. 

Lucky those who shall live till 1881 to see 
Grant take the first trip over his new canal. 








BAD EGGS AND POLICE COMMISSIONERS 
LITTLE GAMES. 


HERE were some remarks in this journal 
last week which we felt it proper to make 
in relation to certain present and recent 

Servants of the city, into whose hands had been 
Intrusted the security of life and health and 
property of our people. The way these servants 
—Police Commissioners—have cared for our 
health, our property and our lives has been 
made patent to the reading world. But facts 
have been made known to Puck, brought to 
him by that little bird who is ever on the wing 
to bring whispered truths to his ear, which go 
to show that our ill-regulated police system was 
not due to incompetency, internal dissensions, 
or general laxity in office, as has been supposed 
to be the case by our daily contemps., but ra- 
ther to as low a grade of morals in the Com- 
missioners as one would look for around the 
lower slums of the city. Drunkenness, debauch- 
ery, peculation, the levying of unlawful tribute 
are crimes punishable by imprisonment in this 
community. Crimes like these the police are 
supposed to prevent, if possible; or to procure 
punishment for, if evidence is procurable against 
the perpetrators.° 

Yet, if policeman 1983 sees Commissioner 
A selling a Department horse for $115, and then 
‘“‘returning” it on the books of the Department 
as ‘‘dead,” think you policeman 1983 would 
arrest Comimissioner A for swindling the tax- 
payers? No, he would keep his evidence to 
himself, feel secure in his power, and at once 
proceed to blackmail the open-past-midnight 
liquor-dealers on his beat. 

If Commissioner B reels‘out of a house of 
notorious character in the early hours before 
dawn, sightless mentally as well as physi- 
cally, having more “ glasses’ in his stomach 
than on his nose, does policeman 2002 ‘‘club”’ 
him into subjection and bounce him into a 
cell? No, no, dear innocent tax-payer! Po- 
liceman 2002 gets him home in a cab, and 
ever after policeman 2002 swings his club in 
sweet consciousness of immunity from charges 
before the Board. But what’s the use of going 
into the subject further? Our citizens of ed- 
ucation, thought, culture and means know all 
these facts; they growl at them, but make no 
effort to have the city well policed. 

Any intelligent New Yorker can readily make 
a list of a thousand names of our best citizens, 
whose action, should they meet together in one 
of the great halls of the city, would at once 
bouleverse our whole pilfering, loafing, drunken 
police system. 

As we are not in favor of an early death, we 
hope to live till we see this consummation so 
devoutly to be wished for. 





Puckeyings. 





GranT is Bacchanaling again. 





THE Kelly bolt should be shot. 





Ketty and CorNELL ought to pair off, 





WE WANT MORE WALK AND LESS TALK! 





Rosinson has the oyster, and Kelly has the 
Schell, 





Mr. KELLy should have learned how to mind 
his p’s and Syra qs. 





Tue date of next-Governor Kelly’s inaugu- 
ration is not yet fixed. 





Mr. JOHN KELLy is going to “ flock all alone 
by himself,” this canvass. 





BEACONSFIELD is not an Irishman, but doesn’t 
he make Cabul of his Afghan policy ? 





CuiEF KeLty didn’t bury that hatchet, in 
spite of our prediction. But he cut his throat 
with it. 





THE Reformer and Jewish Times says there 
isn’t a Jewish undertaker in New York. We 
nominate Mr. Corbin for the position. 





GENERAL GRANT’s Nicaragua canal scheme is 
probably only a new move in the direction of 
the White House. He sluice around, so to 
speak, 





SomE of the Tammany delegates at the Syra- 
cuse Convention were robbed of their valua- 
bles. Foo bad. There ought to be “ honor 
among,”’ etc., you know. 





SCRIBNER’s MONTHLY for November an- 
nounces an article by Ernest Ingersoll on 
‘* How Animals Get Home.” Just at the pre- 
sent time, this seems a cruel slur on the return- 
ing Ulysses. 





A SUPPRESSED DOCUMENT: 
SyracusE, N. Y., Sept. 12, 1879. 
MR. JOHN KELLY, Dr., 
oO) 7 ee fee 
[ENDORSEMENT—(¢e// him to wait till after election. 


K.] 


Mr. AUGUSTUS SCHELL is understood to have 
remarked, a propos of the Tammany candidate 
for Governor, that there is a great deal of run 
in him. Which is where Mr. Kelly strongly 
resembles a cheap calico. 








Messrs. W. H. VaNnpDERBILT, W. B. Astor, 
and Henry Hilton, following the excellent 
example of Mr. Jay Gould, have each forwarded 
ten thousand dollars to the Howard Associa- 
tion, Memphis. May Heaven forgive us for 
this mastodon lie; but wouldn’t it be funny if 
it were true ? 





SEPTEMBER. 


SWEET is the music of thy going feet, 
Child of the Summer’s lusty age, 

Whose cooler pulses softlier beat 
With reason calm and sage 

Thee with fair words physicians greet— 
Thou bringest the greengage. 





NOTICE. 


ae ae 

The Numbers 4, 5, 6, 13 and 25 of Puck will be 
bought at this office, 21 & 23 Warren St., at 10 cents 
per copy; and Numbers 9, 14, 26, 56 and 58 at 
25 cents per copy. 
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SOME QUEER INTERVIEWS. 


HE utter uselessness of interviewing poli- 
ticians has frequently been demonstrated. 

Few politicians are on speaking terms with 

the truth, and those that are, rarely appear proud 
of the acquaintance. 
So, when Puck found himself called upon to 
illuminate some of the dark ways of various 
Police Commissioners and Ex-Police Commis- 
stoners, he did not seek for facts for the public 
among the tents of Tammany, or in the corri- 
dors of the City Hall. He went straight where 
he thought he could get the truth in the solidest 
and heaviest chunks. 


INTERVIEW WITH A HORSE, 


The Puck reporter first wended his way to 
Third Avenue and was whirled to Harlem, in 
one of Cyrus Field’s elegant palace-cars. 

The reporter entered an extensive coal-yard 
in the neighborhood of 130th Street, and in- 
quired at the office at the gate if any of the 
horses were in. He was answered in the affirm- 
ative and was directed to the stables, at.the 
door of which he knocked, and a pleasant 
neigh in response told him that he might enter. 

A handsome solid-looking bay horse, about 
sixteen hands high, greeted the reporter cor- 
dially, and, in shaking his hand, apologized for 
the roughness of his hoof, as he had been at his 
shoemakers’ that morning. 

Said the Reporter: ‘‘I believe I have the 
pleasure of addressing Mr. Geeup, formerly 
employed by the Police Department ?” 

The horse nodded assent. 

“Have you any objection to give Puck in- 
formation as to your reasons for resigning your 
position in the Department ?” 

“‘ Not the slightest,”” replied the Horse. “I 
was very glad to get out of it, for my treat- 
ment there, as well as that of my comrades, was 
monstrous. We had scarcely anything to eat, 
although I understand that large sums of money 
were expended for food. My mare-in-law told 
me that the Commissidners used to sell our 
fodder and keep the proceeds. This may not 
be true, but my sufferings were very great, and 
I was rejoiced when they got rid of me. On 
January 2d, 1879, I had to work all day with- 
out a bite of anything, and then at night there 
was no litter in our stalls, so that I couldn’t lie 
down. This, I am told, was the fault of the 
Superintendent of the stable, who was a brother- 
in-law of a Commissioner. He used to know- 
ingly receive short weight of feed and pay 
double price for it, to oblige his friends in the 
business.” 

“* How, then, did you manage to escape with 
your life?” asked the reporter, sympathetically. 

‘“‘ Ha!” said the Horse, laughing, “ that is a 
secret, but I don’t mind telling you,” as he 
whispered in the reporter’s ear: ‘I am not 
alive, I am dead!” 

** Dead ?” 

“Yes, dead! That is, I am returned as 
‘dead’; but the gentleman for whom I now 
work paid to a Commissioner $115 for my 
‘dead’ carcass. I guess I’m a pretty lively 
corpse. The trouble with me now is that I 
suffer from hay fever.” 

** There’s a good deal of that about now,” 
remarked the reporter. 

“Yes, but it is in my case owing to unac- 
customed diet.” 

‘** What’s that !”” 

“Hay!” answered the horse, “ it’s precious 
little of that article I got at the 27th Street 
stables, and yet the City paid for enough. 
Good-day, sir.” 


INTERVIEW WITH A LAMP-POST. 


The Puck reporter then sought an interview 
- with a well-established Lamp-post on the cor- 
ner of 3oth Street and Sixth Avenue. The 


Lamp-post was at first disinclined to conversa- 
tion; but finally said: 

‘* Yes, I believe I know the: party you refer 
to. But really, you know, I see so many fel- 
lows in that way that it’s very difficult to re- 
member them all. Yes, he dropped around 
here one night—literally dropped. That is to 
say, when I first observed him, he was resting 
himself in the gutter. He appeared to be very 
tired, and rather languid. He was quite genial 
and pleasant in his conversation; but his ideas 
seemed to run a good deal in one groove.” 

‘What do you call one groove ?”’ 

‘‘ Well, he wanted them set up again; and 
he apparently desired to have it understood 
that he wasn’t going home till morning, and 
he told me confidentially, ten or eleven times, 
that he was having a high ole time.” 

‘“‘ Was his language that of a gentleman and 
an ex-army officer ?” the reporter queried. 

“‘His language was all right,” replied the 
Lamp-post; ‘‘ but his tongue appeared to be 
coated, and I remember he several times in- 
quired of me, ‘Whazzer-mazzer?’ Now there 
was nothing the matter with me, you know.” 

“Well,” said the reporter, ‘‘ what was the 
matter with him ?”’ 

“As far as I can judge, he was tangled in 
his legs and the tangle had got into his head. 
He rose up, finally, and leaned against me, and 
tried to find my hand to shake it, and said I 
was a good fellow, and called me ‘Aleck, ole 
boy.” Then a policeman came up.” 

“‘ Did the policeman club him ?” 

“Oh, dear, no. The policeman treated him 
with distinguished consideration, and got a 
cab, and put him into it, and sent him home. 
The policeman seemed to know just where he 
lived, and I heard him say to another officer 
that he ‘ guessed he’d made himself solid with 
the old man now.’” 

““Why did you suppose the gentleman who 
required your kind support and the tender 
offices of the policeman to be a Commissioner 
of Police ?” was the pertinent query of the re- 
porter. 

‘* Well, to tell you the truth, I’d seen him so 
before; and then I asked all the lamp-posts in 
the neighborhood, and one ornamental gas 
round the corner of 32nd Street—not a friend 
of mine—rather a fancy character, in a disre- 
putable line of business—said he knew the old 
party very well. Oh, they all do it.” 
Thanking his accommodating interlocutor 
for the light he had thrown upon the subject, 
the Puck reporter withdrew. 


INTERVIEW WITH A PONY OF BEER, 


Next the Puck reporter found his way to 
West Street, and there, in a retired Lager-Bier 
Saloon, sought an interview with a ‘‘ pony” of 
beer. The “‘ pony” was rather flat. If we were 
the London Punch we should probably be 
tempted to say that this accounted for its indis- 
cretion. For if little pitchers have long ears, 
this little glass showed that it had a very long 
tongue. The dimensions of its head did not 
correspond. ‘The pony of beer said: 

“‘Proud, am I? Ofcourse I’m proud. I’m 
not a common five-cent pony—lI cost a dollar.” 
“Who pays a dollar for you?” asked the 
reporter incredulously, and perhaps rudely. 
“All the Italians who want a job on the 
street-cleaning department scows,” triumphant- 
ly rejoined the glass of beer. ‘‘ You see, it’s a 
pretty little custom they have, solely out of 
regard for me. It was just a pleasant little com- 
pliment to my many merits. Whenever the 
Italians on the scows get paid off, they come 
here and put down their dollars on the bar, and 
then I am handed out to them.” 

“But they don’tseem to drink you ?” 

“Oh, dear, no. I suppose they have too 
much respect for me. They just look at me 
and smell me, and put me down, and then I 





am returned to the shelf. I was poured out two 
years ago, and nobody has drunk me yet.” 

** And what becomes of the dollars they pay 
for you ?” 

“¢ Oh, being sacrificial offerings, they become 
the property of the city. That is, I observe they 
are collected by a gentleman in a blue coat with 
brass buttons. All except a few, which the 
proprietor of this temple keeps. You don’t 
wan’t to pay a. dollar to look at me, do you?” 

“No!” said the reporter: “ I'll be—black- 
mailed if I do!” 

And then he went out, after watching an 
Italian garbage artist, a green hand on one of 
the city scows, lay down his votive trade-dollar 
on the altar of that very queer pony of lager. 


INTERVIEW WITH A CLUB, 


The Puck reporter now found himself in the 
neighborhood of Houston Street, and observ- 
ing a policeman’s club leaning against a prom- 
inent gin-mill, he stepped towards it and po- 
litely requested answers to a few questions, 
promising not to take up too much of the 
Club’s time. 

** Oh, you can talk along and needn’t hurry; 
the man who uses me has gone in here to take 
a drink and won’t be out for some time. What 
d’ye want to know ?” 

‘* How does your present occupation agree 
with you ?” inquired the reporter. 

“‘ Well, only middling,” replied the Club; 
“‘ the work is too severe and there’s too much 
blood about it to please me.” 

‘* Blood! Why blood ?” 

“‘T’ll explain. You see, I’m engaged by my 
present employer to assist him in dealing with 
refractory citizens. Sometimes he gets mad, 
and, much against my will, I have, by the terms 
of my contract, to help him crack the skulls of 
comparatively innocent persons. It is revol- 
ting to my feelings, for 1 was brought up very 
quietly in a forest in Maine.” 

‘‘ Does your temporary owner exercise any 
discretion in the use of you?” said the re- 
porter. 

‘* Very little, but when a Commissioner of 
Police is discovered lying in the gutter drunk 
and incapable, I am not called upon to inter- 
fere. My employer’s manner undergoes a rad- 
ical change, and he treats the aforesaid party 
as gently as ‘a sucking dove,’ if I may be al- 
lowed to quote Mr. Shakspere. 

As the Club seemed unwilling to prolong the 
conversation, the reporter bowed, withdrew and 
proceeded with his investigation. 


INTERVIEW WITH A STATUE, 


The Puck reporter finally communed with 
the Statue of Benjamin Franklin in Printing- 
house Square. 

‘“« Mr. Franklin,” said the reporter, “‘ to you, 
as one of the founders of our republican sys- 
tem of government, and as a man renowned in 
your own time for pure personal character, 
great intelligence and devotion to the people’s 
good, to you I wish to put a hypothetical ques- 
tion, such as are fashionable in our courts,” 

‘* Proceed, sir!” said Mr. Franklin, through 
his bronze representative. 

“If we have a governing board of Police 
Commissioners who sell, appropriate and other- 
wise make away with the city’s property, who 
publicly exhibit themselves as drunkards and 
libertines, and who exact blackmail from their 
subordinates, and otherwise bring discredit 
upon their office, what will be the result ?” 

*¢ You will have,” said Mr. Franklin: “a dis- 
honest, inefficient, brutal and immoral police 
force; you will have a scandalous mal-adminis- 
tration of inferior offices, to match the iniquity 
of the superior powers; you will have foulness 
in low places, bred of the foulness in high 
places; you will have a vile service, as an effect 
of a vile system. Like master, like man.” 
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TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 


III, 
A DIFFICULT CASE. 


A RS. SOPHRONISBA MURPHY, relict 
NAN of the late well-known O’Donor Mur- 

phy, occupied the third flat in that pa- 
latial mansion known as ‘‘ The Bossmore,” 
situated on the westerly side of Allen Street. 
She had there a suite of rooms, consisting of a 
parlor, a dark bedroom and a kitchen. If you 
wished to reach her apartments, you would 
ring the bell numbered 3, would elevate your- 
self up two flights of uncarpeted steps, and 
would stumble around a dark hall until you 
struck her door. Usually the house was highly 
perfumed with the odor of corned beef and 
cabbage, but on Fridays codfish had its in- 
nings. 

Among Mrs. Murphy’s fashionable accom- 
plishments was a smattering of horticulture. 
When the late O’Donor Murphy was alive, the 
family had occupied one of those charming 
little whitewashed cottages, with a pig and gar- 
den accompaniment, which are so common in 
Yorkville and Harlem. There, amid the cab- 
bages, Mrs. Murphy cultivated her dahlias and 
cockscombs and roses, She didn’t know 
much about botany, but she dearly loved 
flowers. 

Unfortunately, the man who owned the land 
upon which O’Donor Murphy had placed his 
cottage, came one day and threw the cottage 
into the street. Since that time Mrs, Murphy 
had been compelled to confine her horticul- 
tural efforts to window-gardening. She had 
had a box built of narrow strips, which she 
placed in the window; in that box she set 
her flower-pots. 

It was the delight of her heart, every morning 
immediately after breakfast, to draw on her 
garden-gloves, put her garden-hat on her head, 
take her watering-pot and shears in her hands, 
and devote an hour to her garden. 

Arrayed in that way, she brought to her 
mind recollections of those happy days when, 
in Harlem’s outskirts, she tended her garden, 
while the porker uttered his melodious notes 
and the gentle goats gamboled on the rocks. 

Alas, that life should be full of so many 
crosses and disappointments! During the win- 
ter Mrs. Murphy’s horticultural happiness was 
unalloyed, and when the spring days came she 
was looking forward to many weeks of bliss. 
Lik thunder from a clear sky came the blow 
that wrecked her happiness. ’Tis always, thus! 
One never has a dear gazelle that did not, or 
will not, die! 

One morning in early spring, when the 
balmy air invited all to throw their windows 
open, Mrs. Murphy was working in her garden. 
As she looked along the street she could see a 
head sticking out of every window; to her it 
seemed that they must be envying her her oc- 
cupation. 

Calmly and proudly she devoted herself to 
watering her plants. Suddenly she heard the 
door of her room open, and, as she turned 
around, Mr. Michael O’Shea, who occupied 
the flat below, bounced into the room. He 
was a little, red-headed fellow, with twinkling 
black eyes, a wee bit of a nose, and a mouth 
like a giraffe. His trousers were turned up two 
or three inches at the bottom, but he wore his 
best ner He bounced into the room 
like a bali disCharged from a cannon, with half 
the regulation load of powder. 

“‘ Madam,” he exclaimed. 

“I don’t know you,” said Mrs. Murphy, with 
the cold dignity of a duchess. 

‘An’ don’t you?” asked he. ‘“ Faith, then, 
I’ll make you know me so sudden it’ll take your 
breath away. That thing has got to stop,” 


added he, as he pointed his finger at the window. 





NATURAL HISTORICAL. 





It is of limited avail 

Entirely to exdorsify 

The small, yet energetic, fly. 

The reason of this is not strange— 
His tail has not sufficient range. 

You never saw a fly grow pale 
Because the Elephant wagged his tail. 


ee Elephant has a little tail; 





But the elephant has an awful skin, 
With very frequent creases in. 
Therewith he does squunchificate 

The fly who enters in elate. 

The fly comes out so very flat 

It is not worth while looking at. 

It makes the fly extremely thin 

When the Elephant puckers up his skin. 


Now right in this statement we may find 
Two healthy rules to bear in mind. 

Not to be disconterulous 

Because it may be bad for us. 

And if we are a little fly 

An Elephant we won’t go nigh. 

And if an Elephant are we 

We'll squeeze our skin up terriblee. 








‘* What thing?” asked Mrs. Murphy in aston- 
ishment. 

‘* What thing!” cried. O’Shea. ‘‘ Shure that’s 
a pretty question. Just as if you didn’t know. 
What thing, indade! That philandhering about 
a garden in the window, ‘That thing!” 

“I believe,” said Mrs. Murphy, ‘‘I can gar- 
den if I plaze. I can’t see how it interferes 
with you.” ; 

You can’t, can’t you?” remarked Mr. 
O’Shea quite sarcastically. ‘‘ Faith, then, 
mebbe in your family they don’t mind water 
on the hair ?” 

‘** What’s my garden to do with that ?” 

“Don’t you be after watering the plants 
every morning, and don’t the water thrickle 
down and wet the heads of the blessed childer 
every time they stick their noses out of the 
window ?” asked Mr. O’Shea. 

‘Let them kape their heads in,” said Mrs. 
Murphy calmly. 

‘Faith they won’t that same,” exclaimed 
Mr. O’Shea, as he moved nearer to the window 
where Mrs. Murphy stood. ‘‘ You can just take 
away them flowers.” 

‘* Shure I won't.” 

‘* Faith you will.” 

Hainmer and tongs they went at it with their 
“won’ts ” and their “ wills” until an accident 
happened. Mr. O’Shea kept moving nearer to 
the window, swinging his arms like windmills, 
and Mrs, Murphy stood in front of her beloved 
flower-pots. Somehow, in their excitement, 
Mr. O’Shea stumbled and pushed Mrs, Mur- 
phy’s arm against the flower-pot which con- 
tained her maiden-hair fern. The blow knocked 
the flower-pot out of the window. The flower- 
pot fell and struck the bare head of a huge 
male negro who was passing. The head being 
harder than the flower-pot, it bounded off of the 
negro’s head and struck the head of Mrs, 
O’Hara’s youngest child, aged three years, who 
was playing on the sidewalk.. The child’s head 
was crushed by the blow, and the youngest 
hope of the O’Haras passed from this world 
into Paradise. 





. Naturally, there was then a terrible excite- 
ment. Mrs. Murphy, who had watched the 
descent of her flower-pot, fainted dead away 
when she saw the babe’s skull crushed: Mr. 
O’Shea fanned Mrs, Murphy with the tail of 
his long coat, and begged her to come back to 
life: Mrs. O’Hara clasped her dead child in 
her arms: and somebody ran for a policeman. 
When the policeman had reached the scene, 
Mrs, Murphy had recovered her senses, Mr. 
O’Shea had returned to the bosom of his fam- 
ily, and Mrs. O’Hara’s child had been meas- 
ured by the undertaker. Finally, however, the 
policeman did arrive, and the official investi- 
gation commenced. 

Of course the coroner, with his jury, sat on 
the child’s body. No coroner would allow 
such an opportunity to slip. It was proved 
that if Mr. O’Shea had not stumbled over a 
Turkish rug in Mrs. Murphy’s room, he would 
uot have fallen against Mrs. Murphy’s arm; if 
he had not fallen against her arm, she would 
not have knocked the flower-pot out of the 
window; if the negro’s skull had not been so 
hard, the flower-pot would have crushed in his 
skull and would not have struck the child; and 
if the flower-pot had not struck on his head on 
the edge of its bottom, it would have broken 
into pieces, instead of bounding off and stri- 
king the child. 

With all the evidence before them, the mem- 
bers of the coroner’s jury cogitated. Whether 
the blame should be thrown on the rug, or on 
Mr. O’Shea, or on Mrs. Murphy, or on the 
flower-pot, or on the negro; oron Mrs. O’Hara, 
for allowing her child to be where the flower- 
pot was destined to strike, they don’t yet know. 
They are still cogitating; but they have, through 
the coroner, had Mr. O’Shea and Mrs. Murphy 
and the negro and Mrs. O’Hara arrested; 
though they are not quite certain whether they 
are to be held as criminals or as witnesses. The 
coroner says that it is the most difficult case 
that ever came before him, but that the jury is 
determined to find the guilty person or thing, 
if it takes all summer, 
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Vv 
NCE Troddledums in quietude 
Upon a chicken drumstick chewed; 


4 Near him a clothes-pin and a wrench-— 
A basket stood upon a bench, 
A basket that had lost its bottom— 


Baskets have usually got ’em. 








ie Na ; 


While in the background distant, dim, 


With rage and envy frowned on him 
The feline Sam, the canine Jim. 


And like the bursting of a dam 
The canine Jim, the feline Sam 


Rush for the Troddledums and muss 





The hair of that poor Simian cuss, 
And claw him up promiscuous. 


Unto the bench-top doth he go— 
The while the allies howl below. 





He grasps the basket, and with fear, 
The two sneak softly to the rear, 
Nor seem inclined to come more near. 





TRODDLEDUMS, THE SIMIAN. 


PART VI. 


But Troddledums, upon his throne, 


Ties a string to his chicken-bone, 






















And in this way, with air demure, 
Contrives his feline foe to lure 


But Samuel never getteth through it. 
For Troddledums falls like a thunderbolt; 
As they sayin New England, he’s ‘‘ got a holt.” 





And then with his monkey-wrench, as aboov, 


He sets te work those claws to remove. 
And if anything hurts a cat like thunder 


It’s to pull out her nails—and wedon’t much wonder. | 


This done, he fastens that cat tight in, 
With the aid of her tail and the stray clothes-pin. 





| 


| 
| 
| 








Then he turns his attention to Jim, who alone, 


Is walking off with the chicken-bone. 
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He gets his claws upon Jimuel’s tail 


Down by the end of the staircase rail; 


Till that dog feels dizzy about the brain. 






And then he swings him around again. 





howling in vain, 


To the yard he drags him, 
And giving his tail an extra twist-turn, 


Holds him suspended over the cistern. 








25 
|More Herea/ter.| 
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THE CAREER OF A GREAT PEDESTRIAN. 


>" 





He was a wicked bey and would not 
mind his mother; 





scooped everything, and 





So he grew up in ignorance and be- 
came sporty in his character. 





he became ambitious, and practised 
and practised, till he 


Seeing once a great Pedestrian, 








with his photograph [as above] or- 
namenting the boudoir of the fair and 
fashionable. This is Fame. 














SONNETS. 


I—EARLY. 


SUMMER MORN! The first faint rays of light, 
Which token gave that coming day was nigh, 


Stole o’er the hills and touched with red the sky, 


While from the vales slow passed the shades of night, 
Then from his home, ere yet the sky was bright, 
He softly came, and, resting there close by 
Its doorway small, he watched with wistful eye 
The breaking day as clouds moved out of sight; 
And, while he thus was idly resting there, 
The early bird, to him with danger fraught, 
Observing him while sailing through the air, 
And thinking he would serve for breakfast sought, 
Put him upon the morning bill of fare; 
And he, poor worm, by the early bird was caught. 


IIl.—DROWNED. 


THREE stalwart men—no pity in their eyes— 

Bore him to boat that lay at river’s side, 

And sailed far down the Bay with favoring tide, 
Beneath the fairest of cerulean skies. 
Close by the mast they softly laid their prize; 

Around his form, passing from side to side, 

They placed a rope, and at its end they tied 
A smooth and rounded rock of monstrous size, 

Then seized his form, rock-weighted thus and bound, 
And plunged it ’neath the waves in open day. 

Down deep he went; then, like a human drowned, 
Rose up again amid the dancing spray; 

And floating there he may to-day be found, 
The buoy that marks a reef in the lower Bay. 


III.— ELOQUENCE. 


GEORGE WILLIAM painted up his face for war, 
In his scalp-lock put feathers freshly dyed; 
Then to the Springs to seek the foe he hied. 

A well-conned speech was weapon all he bore, 

Yet with set face and eyes deep shot with gore— 
Prepared with stirring speech thus cut and dried— 
He in convention grave his time did bide 

Till he should find a chance to take the floor. 

His time soon came. He rose upon his feet, 

And, as he stood, most roundly was he cheered. 

He said: ‘‘I can’t see aught here from my seat, 

And so I move that all the aisles be cleared.” 

Not often one such choice oration hears. 
He touched each heart: they filled the hall with cheers. 


AxTuur Lor. 











SHAKSPERE STUDIES. _ 
MacsetH—Actr PE. 


In Scotland the moon was so light as to in- 
duce the belief that it was constructed of fea- 
thers. Banquo tells Fleance: ‘‘ The moon is 
down!”’—[Sc. 1. 


Our stern hero was a favorite with the court 
beauties, and boasted: ‘“‘ The belle invites 
me.”—T[Sc. 1. 


THE Macbeths had one child, William by 
name, of whom they were quite reticent. He 
never achieved distinction, having been placed 
in a menial situation. ‘‘ Our Will became the 
servant to D. Fect.”—[Sc. 1. 


AFTER all, it must have been the lady who 
took the first hack at Duncan, for, prior to the 
Thane’s call on the sleeping king, she admits 
having “ laid their daggers reddy.”—[Sc. 2. 


A MONARCHICAL multiplicity obtained in that 
favored land. A third ruling potentate is re- 
ferred to by Lenox under the uneuphonious 
title of ‘“‘ Goes, the King.””—[Sc. 3. 


THE original of the schoolboys’ fiction about 
pigeon’s milk is clearly traced in Lady Mac- 
beth’s mention of the owl’s cream.—[Sc. 2. 





One of the giants previously referred to, 
complains of a disrelish for his usual diet, and 
says, “‘ Men stuck in my throat.”—[Sc. 2. 


LENox, who was was a wheelwright’s appren- 
tice, instead of constructing a circle, tried to 
‘‘ parallel a felloe to it.”—[Sc. 3. 


PETROLEUM began to be exported from Sco- 
tia. Malcolm casually mentions, “ Ile to Eng- 
land.”—[Sc. 3. oe ” 


MopERN geographers fail to locate one of 
the highest mountains known in the olden 
time—Bidme’s Peak.—[Sc. 3. Joun ALBRO. 








THE BEST OF TESTIMONIALS. 


ee 
T was a clerk from the office of the famous 
i jurisconsults, Messrs, W. F. Howe and 
Abraham Hummel, who appeared in court 
with a solid German butcher, who was as re- 
spectable as he was heavy—and he weighed 
two hundred and seventy-nine pounds, three 
ounces. 

‘*May it please your Honor,” said the clerk, 
“‘we offer this gentleman’s bail for Larry the 
Slugger, the prisoner at the bar, held in $10,000 
on an indictment for burglary and felonious 
assault.” 

The Judge looked hard at the proffered 
bondsman, whose moral and financial solidity 
shone out all over him. 

‘* My friend,” said his Honor, “my good 
friend Mr. Brummenschneider, do you know 
what you are doing ? You, a respectable citzen, 
offering bail for one of the most hardened and 
abandoned. characters I have ever known—a 
professional house-breaker and highwayman— 
a seven or eight times convicted felon—” 

‘Excuse me, y’r Arner,” the clerk spoke up: 
“‘you’re a-doin’ our client an injustice—give 
you my personal word for it, y’r Arner. I’ve 
been with Howe and Hummel going on twenty 
years, and I never saw the prisoner in our office 
before—give you my word, y’r Arner!” 








Puck’s UNWRITTEN LEAVES FRomM History. 
NO. I. 

A shallow-pated individual once sought out 
the world-renowned Socrates, and thus interro- 
gated him: ‘‘ Canst thou tell me, O philosopher, 
how much two and two make?” 

The sage regarded the shallow-pated indivi- 
dual with contemptuous intentness, and replied, 
after a moment of placid meditation: ‘‘ Four.” 

Thereupon the shallow-pated individual slunk 
away in abject humiliation, and never came 
back again. 
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A RETURN FROM THE COUNTRY. 


RHEUMATISM, POISON IVY, CHILLS 


AND FEVER, MOSQUITO BITES, ETC. 





te == 





‘a 


H We ae iy 
WY 42E i 


= 
= 





| 
‘ 
I, 














SmitH:—‘‘ Ha! 


Jones. Been out of town?” 


Jones:—“ Been out of my head, I think! Well! it won’t happen again.” 














THE MERRY, MERRY MAIDEN AND THE 
DENTIST. 


WAS many and many a mile away 
From moral Syracuse 
A dentist lived, and folks did say 
He had an insinuating way, 
A quite expert professional play, 
In putting his tools to use. 





*Twas many a lady fresh and fair; 
’T was many a blooming “ miss” 

Was wont to recline in his easy chair 

And have her ivory under repair, 

Which being complete, he’d then and there 
Throw in a little kiss. 


And into his office came one noon 
The sweetest of black-eyed girls, 
With lips like roses born in June, 
Which (bidding her sit,) he had open soon 
(They seemed the keys of some pretty tune,) 
To gaze upon her pearls. 


Now, as for a moment he stepped aside, 
She asked if he was done; 

And her eyes with mischief opened wide, 

Though he noted not o’er her features glide 

(Like modesty having a fight with pride—) 
The play of dangerous fun. 


«¢ One more application, my gentle ‘Miss” ; 
I know you'll bear it well.” 

Then sudden he prest the Platonic kiss; 

As sudden from osculatory bliss, 

With: ‘* What in the devil’s name is this?’’ 
He sprang with unearthly yell! 


’Twas a joke; and the point of it he owned, 
For her mouth concealed a pin! 
And the dentist to his pride atoned 
For being sold, as he feebly moaned: 
‘* T’ll charge five extra in 
The bill to be sent the vixen’s dad.” 
But yet his heart was sore and sad, 
And still he kept on more mad and mad, 
To think that an innocent maiden had 
So readily proved the dentist’s match 
By coming so cutely to the scratch. 
SLowcus. 








DID THE GENTLEMAN LIE? 


@ 
: T is undignified, to say the least, to tell a 
es gentleman that he lies. It is ungenerous, 
to say the most, should the gentleman be 

physically superior and easy to get mad. 

A quartette were seated at a table in Fergus- 
on’s the other evening, sipping Chateau la Rose 
and exchanging commonplace observations. 





Jack Patterson was saying: 

‘* During my tour last year doing the Conti- 
nent, I was sitting one evening in the Junior 
Carlton conversing with Wales, Connaught, 
Gladstone, Beach and two or three other fel- 
lows. Somehow the discourse drifted into the 
African question, and Beach had asked m4 
candid advice as regarded the most abrupt and 
satisfactory manner of ending the Zulu cam- 
paign. I was about to answer when Wales dip- 
ped in, suggesting that of course, ‘ you know,’ 
I didn’t grapple the matter as a native would. 

‘* ¢ Now look here, Ned,’ says I—I generally 
called him Ned—‘ look here, Ned, I'll serve 
you up as I did Alexis of Russia the other day 
if you don’t quit trying to give me away.’ 

“¢ © How was that?’ says Gladstone and the 
Duke of Connaught in a breath. 

‘‘¢ Why, you see, Alexis and the Czar, his 
father, Gortschakoff, Count Andrassy and I and 
a few other inferior sprigs of royalty were clos- 
eted together dissecting the Nihilist problem, 
when Alexis says: ‘‘‘ Paw, that Amerwican can 
have no possible understanding of our affairs, 
and I think his presence injudicious,’ 

‘‘T winked at Andrassy and said: “ ‘ Alexis, 
my boy, if you think I’m a ‘ Sardine in Nihil 
you’re the victim of a dead give-away.’ 

‘¢ Well, sirs, you’d ’a’ thought old Gortscha- 
koff would have bursted, while the Czar smiled 
from the top of his piccadilly to the terminus 
of his boots.’ - 

“Of course you fellows can imagine just how 
Wales felt; after this he was as silent as a clam. 
It was almost as bad as the time McMahon 
asked me about the advisability of accepting 
the Presidency of France, and also requested 
me to step over and see Bill about a compro- 
mise in the debt. I was going when there came 
a telegram from Oscar of Sweden——” 

‘* Jack Paterson, you’re an infernal liar,” in- 
terrupted Mr. Clavius Jones from the other side 
of the table. 

Astonished, I should say, Jack was. He 
looked despairingly and said: 

“Clav, can you prove that ?” 

‘* Prove it? I should smile if I couldn’t.” 

‘Well, then,” said Jack brokenly, almost 
humbly: ‘ gentlemen, you'll excuse me; I’ve 
an engagement to tea with the Governor of 
Utah, at the Brunswick. Au revoir,’”’ and Mr. 
Jack Patterson retired. 

Now, do you think that Mr. J. P. prevari- 
cated ? Lem. E. C, 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CV. 
BRITISH ARISTO- 
CRATS IN AMERICA, 


Ya-as aw, I have 
a little time at the 
pwesent moment to 
give expwession to 
some of my opinions 
in wegard to a sub- 
ject that Jack says 
cannot fail to pwove 
of interwesttoa 
large majorwity of 
Amerwican nouveaux riches, who, by their twe- 
mendous attentions to well-bwed Bwitish fel- 
laws, when they are induced to visit this coun- 
twy, pay aw, perwhaps unconsciously, a gweat 
compliment to us. Aw doosid flatterwing, by 
Jove. 

It is the maw gwatifying because we warely 
bothah ourselves verwy much when an Amer- 
wican visits Gweat Bwitain, unless he is a want- 
ing pweachah or a pwedestwian, and then it is 
chiefly the wabble who make a fuss of him and 
not the fellaws in our set. 

But it is verwy differwent when a spwig of 
nobility or othah English individual with any 
pwetensions to wespectability comes ovah he-ah, 
A certain class of Amerwicans wush aftah him, 
weceive him with open arms, and dwag him 
with a considerwable degwee of force to their 
wesidences. and tweat him in a pwincely man- 
nah, 

Ye see aw that the Amerwican fellaw who 
endeavors to capture and secure such an En- 
glishman as I have descwibed as a guest, feels 
verwy pwoud if he is successful, for the weason 
that his less fortunate, and perwhaps less wich, 
fwiends of the same twibe will be horwibly 
envious, which will make the entertainer pwo- 
portionately maw glorwiously glad. 

This kind of wecently-wich, pwetentious 
Amerwican thinks if he can only wub shoul- 
dahs with a Bwitish arwistocwat, or gives him 
a bweakfast, a dinnah, a suppah, or othah we- 
past, he partakes of the Bwitish fellaw’s wefine- 
ment and good-bweeding. 

He is then verwy likely to twy to manufac- 
ture a genealogical twee, and to twace his de- 
scent fwom William the Conquerwor or Bwian 
Borwu. 

But, aftah all, this is a verwy harmless amuse- 
ment. Besides, it would be fwightfully slow 
he-ah, even with Miss Marguerwite’s society, if 
a fellaw didn’t have materwial to excite his wis- 
ible faculties occasionally. 

There is one American in this country, Jack 
says, who has acquirwed quite a weputation by 
the mannah in which he pwovides victuals and 
dwink for English visitahs who are said to be 
above the ordinarwy wun of people. 

He aw pwefers dukes and earls, but if he 
can get a stway barwonet or two wound his 
table he doesn’t object. 

Argyle and Beaufort wecently partook of his 
hospitality, and he always keeps a marked copy 
of Debwett, that he may know the aw historwy 
of the peers who may happen to be thinking 
about cwossing the Atlantic, and not make any 
awkward erwors. 

This Amerwican is named Cywus, I forget 
his othah name, but, at any wate, I don’t think 
he’s descended fwom some Orwiental herwo 
who’s mentioned in some elementarwy school- 
books. 

This Cywus was, I believe, a verwy ordinarwy 
farm-laborwah, but made money by favorwable 
bankwuptcy, a telegwaph undah the watah, and 
an ovah-gwound wailwoad. 

I am informed that he speaks tolerwably cor- 
wect English aw faw an Amerwican, but I don’t 
think that eithah himself or his pwogeny will 
impwove in mannahs faw severwal generwat- 








ions aw. 
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SYMPATHY. 


How we pity the people over the sea, 
Ruled by monarchy’s merciless hand; 
While here in this glorious land of the free, 
’Tis the voice of the people that governs the land. 


Naught to us is a sovereign’s decree, 
One man’s power or aught other sham; 
Our conventions upon our rulers agree— 
When agreeable to Roscoe and to Sam. 
Cuas. A. DEE. 








ST. PATRICK ws. ST. GEORGE. 





THE rival Saints had a bout with each other 
last Friday and Saturday. Although balls flew 
about promiscuously, nobody was killed, wound- 
ed or missing, for the saintly representatives 
played only what an intelligent native of Por- 
tugal once called a friendly ‘game. of cricket 
match.” 

Puck was, of course, on the ground at Ho- 
boken and was unanimously elected umpire for 
the visiting Irish Eleven. His decisions gave 
universal satisfaction, he mever made a mistake 
in counting an “over,” and his crayon-holder 
formed an excellent substitute for a bat. 

Saint Patrick, at the time of our goint to 
press, was very much more than a gentleman, 
if a very respectable score would go towards 
enhancing the value of that title. 

His disciples proved themselves, as batsmen, 
bowlers, and fielders, the Correct Ki-bosh, the 
Hone quartette alone succeeding in putting to- 
gether among themselves 113 runs, and the 
team itself leveling the St. George’s wickets 
for a score which delicacy forbids us to chron- 
icle. Moore, in batting, and Moeran, in bowl- 
ing, did their best to avert defeat, but, as we 
left the ground, everything, including the match, 
seemed lost for the St. George’s, except honor. 








MR. KELLY’S CONVENTION. 


M R. JOHN KELLY, feeling that it was 


not consistent with his dignity to have 

anything to do with the regular Demo- 
cratic Convention at Syracuse, when the nomi- 
nation of Governor Robinson appeared inevit- 
able, quietly withdrew from the building and 
organized, with the assistance of his most de- 
voted admirers, a Convention of his own. It 
was held in Shakspere Hall, at Syracuse. 

Mr. JoHN Ketty called the Convention to 
order, and remarked that the nomination of 
Robinson didn’t agree with him the least bit. 

Mr, JOHN KELLY was then elected Chairman 
of the Convention. He called upon his fol- 
lowers to do as he wished them to do, and all 
would be well. Robinson must never be Gov- 
ernor. 

Mr. JouHNn KELLY, of Tammany Hall, Mr. J. 
Ketty, Mr. Jack KELty and Mr. Comptroller 
KELLY were then appointed a committee to find 
a proper candidate for governor. 

The Committee soon after returned and 
nominated JoHNn KELLy for the high office. 

Mr. KELLy, who was received with a con- 
siderable degree of enthusiasm, bowed his 
acknowledgments and remarked that he hadn’t 
the slightest idea of being elected, but, like 
Dick Swiveller’s Marchioness, he rather enjoyed 
a little game of make-believe, though it required 
an awful sight of it to make him swallow the pro- 
ceedings to which he was a party. [Applause 
from JouHN KELLy.] The Police Commissioners 
were excellent men—JouHN KELLy had told him 
so—and ought never to have been removed by 
Governor Robinson. And look, too, at the 
injuries that had been inflicted on County Clerk 
Gumbleton, that model of rectitude. Could 
Joun KELLY, or any other man, stand that? He 
would accept the nomination Mr. KELLy had so 
generously,tended him. When he had been 





defeated fifteen or twenty times more, he would 
then feel in a fit condition to lead his party to 
certain victory or death. [Great sheer nin | 
CHAIRMAN Ketty then appointed a com- 
mittee consisting of Mr. Kexty, Mr. J. KELLy, 
and Mr. Joun KE ty, to look after the ticket 
generally, which now stands thus: 
Joun KELLY, OF NEW YorK. 
Joun KELLY, OF NEW YorK. 
Joun KELLy, OF NEW YorK. 
Joun KELLy, OF NEW York. 
Joun KELLy, OF NEW YorK. 
Joun KELLY, OF NEw YorK. 


For Governor, 

For Lieut. Governor, 
For Secretary of State, 
For Comptroller, 

For Treasurer, 

For Attorney-General, 
For State Engineer and 


Surveyor, Joun KELLY, OF NEw York. 








‘THE Improved Order of Red Men” had a 
big circus in New York last week. Their 
stronghold was Irving Hall, where, we were 
privately informed, they carried on their mystic 
rites undisturbed for a period of several days, 
winding up one evening with what was generally 
understood to be a hop of a high order. We do 
not profess to know the exact object of the 
organization of the ‘‘ Improved Order of Red 
Men;” but if they are reformed Siotx or 
Comanches they appear to take very kindly to 
civilization, for we didn’t see any scalping 
going on, although on the look-out for it. Not 
even a tomahawk was to be seen in the ball- 
room, and buffaloes and mustangs were equaily 
scarce. This was disappointing, and we fear 
that the Indian policy of the Government has 
had a demoralizing effect on the red man 
generally, especially the ‘‘ Improved Order of 
Red Men.” 

Who, which and what is the Improved Order 
of Red Men, anyhow? 








AMUSEMENTS. 


‘‘Enchantment,”. at NiBLo’s, is quite up to 
mark in the way of spectacle, and Sir Joseph 
Tooker, the superintendent, says, incidentally 
apropos of the coming election that everybody 
will cast his (eye on the) ballet. 

‘‘ Brother Sam” Sothern received with em- 
pressement a large number of his friends in Mr. 
Abbey’s Park Establishment last Monday week. 
The proceedings were very enjoyable and 
laughter reigned supreme. The receptions have 
been and will be continued nightly until further 
notice. 

Mlle. Aimée having farewelled for possibly 
the very lastest time, Mr. Grau has introduced 
to us Miles. Paola Mariée and Angéle and M. 
Capoul, who will receive due and proper hand- 
ling in our next. The fact that we go to press 
before the first appearance of the new people 
renders it comparatively difficult to judge ‘of 
the various merits which they. possess, as well 
as of the various merits which they don’t possess. 

Mr. Henderson opened the STANDARD in a 
very pleasant and promising way last week, 
which was largely owing to the fact that ‘‘ Nar- 
cisse”’ is a good play, and that the principal 
parts were well performed by Mr. and Mrs. 
Bandmann. Mr. B. has intensity and power 
and all sorts of things which we look for in a 
‘* romantic tragedian” including a girth of sixty 
inches around the waist. It wasn’t owing to 
the company of imported English actors, who, 
with the sole exception of Mr. Gerald Eyre, 
ought to have been left in their native wilds. 
There was one young man in a red coat who 
was—but never mind. He may be a fighter. 
Nor was it owing to the scenery, which not 
altogether up to Mr. Henderson’s standard. It 
has been freely puffed as a triumph of the taste 
of Mr. Ion Perdicaris. We don’t know Mr. 
Perdicaris; but all we can say is that if he got 
up that scenery, we don’t much care to. Still, 
Mr. Henderson’s management is quite able to 
take care of itself. 





Answers oy the Anrions. 


HASELTINE.—Tell him about her. 
> 
ute Puiapecpnia, Pa., Sept. 11th, 1879. 
Say, my little keen-edged fellow, 
With your beauty all unmasked, 
Can’t you tell a suffering public 
What question ‘“‘Haseltine’’ has asked ? 


Can’t you, with but slight verbosity, 
Satisfy our curiosity? 

Using usual sagacity, 

But not habitual pugnacity. 


Blank the answer you will give him— 
Which seems to cause you so much doubt— 
What we, the people, want to know 
Is that which he has asked about. 
[Augustus Tasso McDermott—Not unavoidably for publica- 
tion, but as indicative of good faith, and to show to what heights 
of peculiarity parents can rise in trade-marking their children.] 


MERRIMAC. 


H. ELt1oT McBripe.—Go ahead, young man, we like 
your grit. You shall have all the ‘pace you want, to 
gore us in, if we have to get out a supplement. Come 
on with your vindication. 


M. LANDAUER.—The work is very fair; but the sub- 
ject is getting a bit baldheaded. And if you will permit 
us to offer you a little advice, we will offer it. Don’t 
waste your time on parodies. It is a clownish kind of 
business, at the best, and only unusual cleverness makes 
it tolerable. See? 


Rop, St. Denis Hotel.— We have forwarded your 
communications to the Hon. Mr. Fitznoodle, at New- 
port. This is something we have rarely done before 
We have not thought fit to trouble the hon. gentleman 
with the thousand and one plebeian letters of inquiry, 
commendation or remonstrance, which we have received 
from all parts of the country. But this has been simply 
because we felt that the social position of the writers did 
not entitle them to the privilege of literary comiaunion 
with a person of Mr. Fitznoodle’s rank. Indeed, we 
have been pained to think how very few specimens of 
American aristocracy it was possible to produce for the 
delectation of the noble foreigner. With you, however, 
the case is different. Nothing, we feel sure, could give 
the Honorable Mr. Fitznoodle more pleasure—nothing 
could put him under a deeper sense of obligation to us 
than to be introduced to a true American Hotel-Clerk. 
It will be an experience for him, we are sure; and if you 
are not invited to transplant your diamond breast-pin 
and other appurtenances to Newport, it will because Mr. 
Fitznoodle prefers the porter or the boot-black of your 
establishment. 


VICTOR PARRTON.—We have read your charming 
letter with a delight which we feel it decidedly difficult 
to express. It has been a genuine pleasure to us to meet 
with a composition so delicate in style, and yet so manly 
in sentiment, so refined and yet so expressive, so sweet 
and yet so scorching. It is rare indeed to encounter a 
mind like yours—free from the ill-balanced excitability 
of the American temperament, thoroughly logical, just 
and calm. Rarer still is it to find a writer who can state 
such deep and agonizing grievances as yours with per- 
fect judicial clearness and fairness. Truly, you have 
been seriously wronged, and we feel that this cruel world 
owes you every expiation and atonement which may heal 
your bruised spirit and clamp up your broken heart. Yet 
perchance it may not wound you if we suggest that you 
lack one single thing that might be of great use to you, 
and that is strength of style. You are foo tender—soo 
gentle—-foo polished in your utterances. Here and there, 
it is true, you show a certain pleasant vigor—as, for in- 
stance, where-you call the editor who altered. two words 
in your article a ‘“‘donkey” and a ‘dirty loafer”; but we 
are bound to say that the general tone of your letter shows 
too much of a flower-like sweetness to indicate a soul 
fitted to battle with the cold winds of unappreciative 
destiny. That’s a fact, Mr. Parrton. P. S.—With re- 
ference to your suggestion that there are ‘so very many 
competent editors almost starving,” we can only say that 
we are very sorry; but there is really no vacancy for you 
on our staff, at the present moment. 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 


BY 
JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 
«Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds; ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘*Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
“Fair Fragoletta;” ‘Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘‘A Dream of a Life;" 
«‘ Legends of Lorne;” ‘“ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc., etc., etc. 


bewildered Doctor searched Archie’s room 

for some further letter or scrap of inform- 
ation which might tend to throw light on his 
friend’s precipitate and mysterious flight. As 
the maid had told him, he had taken most of 
his things with him. A few fishing-rods; his 
guns; a powder-flask and shot-bag; and his 
books were about all he had left, and when the 
Doctor had completed his search of the apart- 
ment he was even more perplexed and mysti- 
fied than when he had begun it. So in sheer 
despair he sat down and re-read the letter. But 
the oftener he read it the deeper grew his be- 
wilderment. 

Something serious, if not indeed terrible, 
must have happened. “ In all likelihood,” so 
ran Archie’s opening words, “‘ by the time you 
get this you will have learned sufficient to en- 
able you to understand why I have left so sud- 
denly.” What cou/d it all mean? And then 
his allusion to “damning evidence,” as if the 
matter involved were criminal, and his timidly- 
worded expression of sympathy with Mrs, Mac- 
donaltl and affectionate regard for herself and 
family —it was perfectly incomprehensible. 
Why should Mrs. Macdonald “ resent ” a mes- 
sage so kindly “as the cruelest of insults”? Up 
to that very last moment they had been the best 
of friends; nay, indeed, something much closer 
than that—for was Archie not, to all intents 
and purposes, her son-in-law ? 

The thought inspired the Doctor withan idea. 
In his confusion and the suddenness of the dis- 
covery, he had quite forgotten the relations in 
which Archie and Maggie stood to each other. 
Why, it was all clear enough now. They had 
quarrelled, and the boy’s foolish English pride 
had been roused, and he had gone off in the 
huff. 

At the same time, even that solution of the 
difficulty was not all it should be. Gascoyne 
was not that sort of man; his self-command 
was exceptionally great, and his temper par- 
ticularly equable. His was a large, strong, 
deep nature; not at all the sort of nature that 
would be permanently or easily influenced by 
sudden gusts of passion or turns of feeling. 
However, it was the only theory he could think 
of, and anyhow he would instantly examine the 
matter, and, if possible, bring about a recon- 
ciliation. 

So Bob, a little easier in mind, descended 
the stairs and re-entered the breakfast-room 
with much of his old composure and good- 
natured bonhomie. But he found it deserted; 
not a soul was left in it; and from the appear- 
ance of the dishes and chairs, etc., it was evi- 
dent that they had risen suddenly in confusion, 
A deeper sense of foreboding—a presentiment 
that he was in the presence of some great evil, 
came over him, as he went in search of some- 
one who could enlighten him. He had not 
long to wait. 

As he was passing into the hall Professor 


Continued, 
f° vain the now thoroughly alarmed and 





Kenneth came rushing along the passage in 
great haste, and looking, for him especially, 
deeply excited and moved. 

““Good heavens, Kenneth! what’s wrong ?” 
exclaimed his friend. 

*“*T’ve no time to explain; I am off for the 
doctor; Maggie -is very ill,” hurriedly replied 
the Professor, and before the other could re- 
cover from his surprise he was well on his way 
to the stable for the best horse in it. 


* * 
* 


That day little was seen of either Mrs, Mac- 
donald or her daughters. A sudden gloom had 
fallen on the household; Doctor Macintosh 
had lost no time in responding to Kenneth’s 
summons, and his quiet, anxious look, and the 
constancy with which he confined himself to 
the sick girl’s room, showed only too signifi- 
cantly that he thought the case extremely 
serious—if not critical. 

Later on in the day a brother professional 
was telegraphed for from Portree, and on his 
arrival the two doctors had a long and very 
anxious consultation, to which Bob, owing to 
his quasi-professional position, was allowed 
to listen. 

Not a sound was permitted to be heard in or 
around the house. Every one went about si- 
lently; every one spoke in hushed whispers and 
with bated breath; and even the very dogs 
were removed to their respective kennels be- 
hind the garden, for fear their barking might 
prove troublesome. 

Poor Mrs. Macdonald, no less than Glenin- 
ver himself, were evidently terribly concerned, 
and by night it was known over the place that 
Miss Maggie was in a very high and dangerous 
fever. 

And all this time where were Archie, Mlle. 
Thollier and Macleod? In the confusion and 
excitement caused by Maggie’s sudden illness, 
the question was hardly asked, but as the day 
crept on their continued absence provoked uni- 
versal comment and no little dismay and gos- 
sip. 
Through it all, however—for that day at 
least—the old gardener, the Doctor and Mary, 
the housemaid, kept their own counsel, though 
the last-named had a second long interview 
with Bob, in which she enlarged at no little 
length, on the fact—which she alone in the 
house, with the exception of Miss Flora and 
her mother, knew—that Miss Maggie had not 
been in bed at all that night, and when called 
in the morning was lying “ in a heap like” —as 
Mary put it—on the floor, with her dress all be- 
draggled, wet and soiled. 

. : 


* 


It was not until late that evening that the 
Doctor could make up his mind to unburden 
himself of the secrets, surmises and thoughts 
that lay so heavily upon him, and even then it 
was with an effort that he did so. 

Already, of course, all sorts of rumors were 
about. Mlle. Thollier’s sudden disappearance, 





coinciding so strangely with the equally start- 
ling and unaccountable absence of Archie, 
gave rise to no end of surmises. 

It was now remembered by that tolerably 
numerous class of people who, when in ignor- 
ance of a thing, think it only natural to sup- 
pose the worst that Archie and the little French 
governess had been often seen speaking to- 
gether. 

In the eyes of these Highland domestics an 
Englishman—the Sassenach—was as much an 
alien and stranger as the Frenchman, and both 
Archie and Mlle. Thollier were now regarded 
alike as foreigners, 

Somehow or other, too, it had leaked out 
that a strange lady—for so the mail-car driver 
called her—had driven to Portree early that 
morning in the mail-car that went to catch the 
Clansman. She had also, it was known, got on 
board that steamer; but more than this was . 
not known. 

Even her identity was doubtful, for the lady 
was heavily veiled, and even if she had not 
been so, Mile. Thollier was so little known in 
the neighborhood that she might easily have 
passed unrecognized. 

At first both the Doctor and the Count were 
disposed to attach some little importance to 
these freely-uttered suspicions; but a moment’s 
consideration was sufficient to dispel them. 

For one thing, they were both aware that, so 
far as Archie was concerned, there was little 
love lost between the two. That Mlle. Thollier 
had a particularly strong penchant for him they 
also knew, but it was quite unreciprocated. 
Besides, Gascoyne had of sailed by the Clans- 
man. That at least was certain, for Gleninver 
had sent purposely to Portree to make inquiry 
on that point. 

As to Macleod’s disappearance, for reasons 
already stated, no one troubled himself much 
about it—at any rate at first. Subsequently, as 
will be shown, and when people had become 
collected enough to ‘put this and that to- 
gether,” it caused a great deal of talk. 

The quarrel between Archie and the Cap- 
tain; the fact that they had been rivals for the 
one hand; the mysterious disappearance of 
both on the same night—all these things, with 
a hundred other little matters which nobody 
had hitherto attached any importance to, were 
freely canvassed, and the gravest suspicions of 
foul play began to take root in the public mind ' 
and formulate themselves, as these things al- 
ways do, into assured beliefs. 

But this, as we have said, was after some 
days, and meanwhile the body had not been 
discovered, and all was conjecture and mystery. 

Nor was any one more bewildered than the 
Doctor himself, although he probably knew 
more about the matter than anyone else in the 
household or neighborhood, except the gar- 
dener and Mary. And the more he thought of 
it the more puzzled he got, until at last, in 
sheer despair, he resolved to show Archie’s 
farewell letter to Professor Macdonald and the 
Count, and take friendly counsel together. 

It was late in the evening—some two hours 
after dinner—and Kenneth and the Count had 
just returned, wearied and worn out, from 
searching the neighborhood for traces of Ar- 
chie or information about him. 

** No word ?” inquired the Doctor anxiously, 
as they entered the billiard-room. 

“ None,” replied Kenneth with a sigh. 

‘« Read that then,” said the Doctor, handing 
him Gascoyne’s letter, ‘‘and read it aloud, Ken- 
neth; weare all friends here, and the Count knows 
something about Mlle. Thollier that may enable 
him to throw light on the matther.” 

Kenneth read the letter aloud, the. Doctor 
having first looked carefully around to make 
sure that none of the servants were about. 

“‘ Well ?” said the Doctor anxiously when he 
had finished. ‘‘ What do you think of that?” 
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“‘I can’t make anything of it. What is it 
all about ? One would think he had committed 
a crime, and you know—both of you—that is 
impossible. Besides, what crime could he com- 
mit here? And, if he had committed one, 
how could the fact have been concealed so 
long ?” 

‘* Stuff!” interrupted the Doctor unceremo- 
niously, “‘Archie Gascoyne is no criminal what- 
ever he may be.” 

‘¢ Dat eez sho,” chorused Count Frankylstein 
sententiously; ‘“‘dat eez sho; but I zink I knows 
who could tell to us zumsing about zee matter 
eef she vas here.” 

“Who ?” exclaimed Bob and Kenneth simul- 
taneously. 

“Mlle. Thollier could, boot she haz gone 
avay as vell, Mein Got und himmel, zey eez 
all goings avay. Vhat a coontry! vhat a beo- 
ble!’ 

‘¢ Mile. Thollier!” exclaimed the Professor. 
“You don’t mean that you think” — 

“I don’t zink nozing,” interrupted the 
Count as he lit a fresh cigar, ‘‘ nozing ov that 
kind, for I know what you mean. They run 
avay togeder—eh ?” 

Yes.” 

‘Bah! nein—nein. My goot friend Meester 
Archibald not such a damn fool as that. Nein, 
but Mlle. Thollier is at ze bottom ov it, and 
your Mees Maggie knows zumsing about it.” 

Kenneth started and flushed. 

‘¢ The Count’s right, said the Doctor, laying 
his hand on his friend’s arm; ‘‘ depend upon 
it, you had betther show the letter to your mo- 
ther. Poor Maggie of course can say nothing 
in her present state.” 

‘“‘ You are right,” replied Kenneth; ‘I wéd/ 
show it. There is some damnable mistake at 


ihe bottom of all this.”’ 
* * 


* 
Meanwhile where was Mlle. Thollier? 
(To be continued.) 











MONETARY, 
‘‘ Had dime my way, O beauteous maid, 
I'd steal a kiss!’ he cried; 
‘‘ Then I’d do ten times worse than that— 
I’d dollar!” she replied. —S¢. Louis Times. 


Cyrus W.: 
Sammy Tilden, ere you start, 
Give, oh! give me back that part 
Of them dividends that’s mine 
From the elevated line! 
Sammy J,.: 
Nay, let not this matter trouble you; 
I'll keep it safely, Cyrus W. 
What’s yours is mine—what’s mine’s my own; 
And you can reap as you have sown. 
— Washington Capital, 


TOO MUCH FOR HIM. 

‘¢ How much for a pear?” he asked, and with 
a chuckle paid the three cents demanded. 
Then came the joke. ‘I only took a pair,” 
he said, exhibiting two of the articles, And 
_ what a satisfied grin that punster started away 
with! 

‘All right,” shouts the huckster after him, 
“pears is only a cent a-piece, but I knowed 
you’d be up to some dodge. You keep the 
joke, old buster, and I’ll keep the extra cent.” 
—Syracuse Sunday Times. 





ZACK is a tremen-dous orator.— Boston Post. 

THE home of the Czsars— The Custom 
House.— Fall Number Baltimore Every Satur- 
day. 

THE most important “ fishery question ’”’ is, 
“‘ Have you got a bite?”—Vew Orleans Pica- 
yune, 

Ir care killed a cat, care can throw a boot- 
jack straighter than most people. — Syracuse 
Sunday Times. nal 

A younc poetess pathetically inquires, “Can 
love die?”” We don’t think it can, but it is oc- 
casionally sick.—_V. 1. Register. 

‘“* How to get the best of mosquitoes,” says 
an exchange. But who wants mosquitoes of 
any quality ?—Rochester Express. 

Boston looks with alarm upon Bob Inger- 
soll’s anti-Hell convention, as so many Chicago 
mortgages are held in this city.— Boston Post. 

BaRNvuM is on the road, and says his show is 
“the only greatest.” This makes the ninety- 
ninth “ only greatest’ show in the world.— O7/ 
City Derrick, 

CoRNELL was bound to have the nomination 
if it wrecked the party, and the Republicans 
think hima bad man. Conkling proved abet- 
tor.— Boston Fost. 

An Indiana medical student wears a pair of 
shoes made of human skin. How aptly does 
Hamlet exclaim: ‘‘ To what base shoeses may 
we come.” — Boston Transcript. 

AN Italian can take 100 new bricks from the 
yard, and in twenty-four hours transform them 
into relics taken from the wine cellar of a house 
just uncovered at Pompeii. — Detroit Free 
fFress. 

Poor old England seems to have her hands 
full of trouble, but there is always a silver lin- 


‘| ing to the darkest cloud: Talmage preached 


his last sermon in England yesterday.— Phila, 
Bulletin. 


** Nosopy would give $200,000 for my body,” 
remarks Judge Hilton in justification of his 
refusal to put up that amount for the return of 
Mr. Stewart; and he is quite right.— Chicago 
Tribune. 


THE man who uses a napkin for a bib and 
imagines he is in fashion and doing a graceful 
thing is mistaken. That style is antiquated, 
and, as Fitznoodle would say, ‘‘it is bad form.” 
—Modern Argo. 


A CORRESPONDENT asks us what is good for 
moths, We don’t know much about it, but we 
should recommend plenty of healthy, nourish- 
ing food, with seltzer-water occasionally to aid 
digestion.— Carpet-Trade Review. 


Tue Philadelphia Zedger informs an “ anx- 
ious inquirer” that ‘‘poets are born, not made.” 
We regret to learn this, for we had intended to 
take a block of wood and a penknife and whit- 
tle out a few for the fall trade.—JVorristown 
Herald, 


STATIsTICs show that all the church property 
in the United States is worth $354,000,000, 
while every year $700,000,000 are spent for 
drinks. The newspapers have often protested 
against the practice of building such expensive 
churches.—WVorr, Herald. 


‘¢ THE ear is more sensitive at night; sounds 
seem greatly augmented in volume,” remarks a 
scientific exchange, but the fact is known to 
every man who has walked up and down the 
room in the night-time with that precious iron- 
lunged baby.—Phila. Bulletin. 


‘* A NEw belt-clasp has three compartments, 
in which the wearer may stow pins, needles, and 
cotton.” Cotton in a belt clasp? Well, per- 
haps the wearer may stow it there, but it would 
be a change that—that is, we don’t know any- 
thing about it.—Vorristown Herald. 





SHERMAN’S MISTAKE IN CINCINNATI. 


Mrs. Hayes met Secretary Sherman on Penn- 
sylvania Avenue yesterday for the first time 
since his return from Ohio, and said: 

‘« Mr. Secretary, I was very much distressed 
to see by the newspapers that ‘you visited a 
beer-garden during your stay in Cincinnati.” 

“* The fact is, Mrs. Hayes a ‘ 

“If you have no regard for yourself, I should 
have thought that a proper respect for the Ad- 
ministration which you represent would have 
kept you out of such places. 

““T beg your ii 

“ This is a case, sir, that admits of no apol- 
ogy,” replied the lady indignantly. “‘ You can, 
Man make no reparation for the great wrong 
you have done us, but I trust you will at least 
chew cardamom seeds during the remainder of 
your stay in Washington.” 

‘Why, my good woman, I drank but one 
paltry ‘pony’ of b ‘i 

‘*No matter. And I would have you know, 
sir, that henceforward I am for Grant fora 
third term.” And she left the Secretary stand- 
ing on the sidewalk in a very uncomfortable 
frame of mind.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 


VALENTINE BAKER has been appointed Gov- 
ernor of Kurdistan. ‘There are no railways in 
Kurdistan.— Boston Post. 


Ir is said the ex-Khedive appropriated 
$1,500,000 in cash from the treasury to his own 
use, and made away with other property of the 
State valued at $18,000,000, This is the first 
intimation we have had that the Khedive re- 
ceived his education in this country. He would 
feel right at home at Fall River.—orr. He- 
rald, 


Some of our contemporaries give Puck an 
occasional rap for ‘‘ calling a spade a spade,” 
so to speak, and advise it to cultivate a higher 
tone. About fifteen years ago a comic weekly 
appeared in New York called M/s. Grundy. It 
started out on a high-toned principle, and 
lived about three months. Last Spring Uncle 
Sam, a comic weekly, made its débit, and 
promised to print nothing coarse nor loud. 
Uncle Sam fulfilled its promise, and survived 
eleven weeks. Puck still lives, is increasing in 
circulation, and will enter upon its sixth half- 
yearly volume next week.— WVorristown Herald. 














“PuUCHE” ON 


The Mummery of Masonry. 





A new Edition of Puck, No. 128, containing above 
Cartoon, has been published. ’ 


Copies can be had of all Newsdealers. 





TANDARD THEATRE. Broadway and 33d St. 
W. Henpverson, Proprietor & Manager. 
EVERY EVENING AND SATURDAY MATINEE, at 1.30. 
Mr. & Mrs. Bandmann, 
Mr. & Mrs. Bandmann, 
And an entire English Company in 


To be followed by ‘‘ The Radical Cure.”’ 
Admission 2sc., 50c., $1 and $1.50. 


IS LAGER BEER WHOLESOME? 


Lasoucuere, the Editor of the London Truth, says that at his 
German University he used to drink SEVENTEEN QuaRTs of lager 
beer at a sitting, the beer being pure. 

The HERMAN BREWERY LAGER BEER is pure. 








SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten ihe breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 


The “PUCK” CIGARETTE beats all. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 















































POND’S EXTRACT is the greatest known remedy for 
curing d of an infla tory character and stopping hemor- 
rhages. No household should be without it. Happiness goes 
hand in hand with health, therefore this beneficent agent does 
much for the people in never failing to inspire the afflicted with 
cheerful confidence, Where it is used in a family it is appreciated, 
because it does so much for its comfort. It is truly an exalted 
physician which never fails. Beware of imitations. Get the 
genuine. Take no other. 








NOT ON THURSDAY. 

**1 can’t go with you on Thursday, it’s my day for the chills,”’ 
a gentleman said to his friend while standing in front of the Tames 
office the other day. If he had stepped into the first drug store 
he came to, and bought a 25 cent box of Thermaline, he would 
have been able to make an appointment for that or any other day. 
Chills cannot stand before Thermaline, the only 25 cent Ague 
remedy in the world.—Kansas City Timgs. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now over 
the whole ci world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 

e, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. da qe & Sons. 
—J. W. Hancox, U. 8. Sole Agent, hi Broadway, P - O. Box, 2610, 








KENTUCKY STATE LOTTERY, SEPT. 30. 





Capital, $15,000; Tickets, One Dollar.—Gran@ Extraordinary 
Royal Havana draws October 2nd; Capital, 200,000 Peso; 
Second Capital, 50,00 Peso.—Little Havana decided by the 
above Drawing; Capital, $2000; Tickets, 50 Cents. Daily Draw- 


ings always on file. 
B. NATHAN, 179 & 838 Broadway. 





SL SNARE A SN SENSEI CRE IEE NC A ABE ts 
Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERBS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordi ~ 1s itself iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
Comparatively the 


mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 








HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
LH. BRESLIN, CONEY ISLAND. 


WEET, 


G. H. MUMM & CO.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


mportation 1n 1878 


35,906 Cases, 


} Proprs. 








or 16,270 Cases MOFre 


than of any other brand. 





ANNOUNCEMENT. 
For DIAMONDS go to SANDIFER, 


the Diamond Merchant, 5th Ave. Hotel. 





The Bodega 
The Bodega The Bodega 
The Bodega The Bodega 


Supplies the very finest imported Wines and Spirits by the 
bottle, gallon or hogshead at wholesale prices; also samples by 


the glass. 
TIMOTHY STEVENS, Proprietor. 


Sole Agent for Jutes CLavette’s Clarets; 
Brandies; ACKERMAN-LAURANCE Champagnes; MAcKENzig & Co’s. 
and MorGan Bros., Sherries. 


THE BODECA, 


8&3 Cedar Street & 351 Broadway, N. ¥. 


Photographer, 


46 E. 14. St. 


Union Square. 


The Bodega 











I GUARANTEE 
THE BEST PICTURES THAT WERE EVER TAKEN. 
Steam Elevator from Street-Door. 











VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE wort 


D Standard Woke fa 


Soule 4" - -- AF, of Literature. Almost given 
away. Catalogue of General Literature and fiction fre; Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries. 


LECCAT BROS. 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK, 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCHMITT é KOEHINE. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 

















Brewery & Office 159165 E. = 
St. Ice-house and Rock-vaul ~s~ 
= 57th Street, Ave. A, and Eas 


r, N.Y 
Os BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
ier oy all respeets, and to Excel Domestic and 


ae 
estern oe in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it th 
” BEST SHIPPING BIER.’? 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 





OLD & RELIABLE VANITY FAIR Flake Cut. 
FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR 
TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. Lone Cut. 

** MILD ”—Rare Old Virginia. “* HALVES ”’—Rare Old 
Perique and Virginia. New Combinations of these Fragrant 
Tobaccos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. Six Firs: 
Price Medals. Paris 1878. Peerless Tobacco Works. 

WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 
Rochester, N. ¥. 


Marett & Co’s. 








X (0 0 
ConvRienrsp. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK, 


IsaacSmith's Umbrellas. 





CINGHAM:, *-y size....${ OO 
GUANASS, patented.... 2 OO 
su K; paragon frame ..... 260 
ee The Famed 

“WEIGHTLESS”.... 4.00 


a@ Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near 2gth st. 


ss 51 on eli 405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 

ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 
BROKMAHNE’S 

COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 

















Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 


This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated jSpeed and Dia- 
mond Speer Razors, being Hamburg hollow 


ground, 
W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. ¥. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 


A timely use of Hop Bitters will keep a whole family in robust 
health a year with but little cost. 


909 BROADWAY 909 


Near 20th Street. 


CARAMELS 


A SPECIALTY. 


Fine Bonbons unexcelled for Excellence 
of Flavors and quality. 


NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 
VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large Assortment of Fancy Boxes and Baskets. 


























Favors for the German of my own Importation. 


E. CREENFIELD. 


B77 7 dadrese &.0. VICKERY. Augusta, Maine. 











The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 








Try the “PUCK” CIGARETTE, 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 





“PUCK” CIGARETTES are the best. 


Manufactured by B, Pottak, New York, 






































PUCK. 














LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 

This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, FoR 
THE TERM OF TWENTY-FIVE YEARS, TO WHICH CONTRACT THE IN- 
VIOLABLE FAITH OF THE STATE IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
$1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. 
IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 113th Monthly Grand 
Distribution, New Orleans, October 14th, 1857 prices, total, 
$110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
two (ba) dollars halves, one ($1) dollar, Apply to M. A. DAU- 
PHIN, P. O. Box 692, New Orleans, La; or same person at 319 
Broadway, New York. 





THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 






The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 

NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
of our own mancfacture and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI 
onié 








NEW YORK. 





PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., NEW YORE, 


Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for Schools, Colleges and Societies, 
also Class Rings. Désign 


Hea 
Cased American Watches $8. Nickel Stem. 
winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 
on receipt of price. 
EsTasiisugp 1838. 
CORREOT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


Fhotographer, 
1162 Broadway, 














Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 
American Institute Fair, New York. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS 
ARE THE VERY BEST. 


re from Wamsutta Muslin. Bosom three-ply linen. The 
ver; t. 

EEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, six for $6, 
ee seams to finish. 

KEEP’S CUSTOM SHIRTS, very best, to measure, six for $9. 
Fit guaranteed. 

GHT SHIRTS, all styles, extra long, $1 each. 

BOYS’ COMPLETE SHIRTS, §1 each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy Gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

WHITE CASHMERE SHIRTS, soc. each; Summer Merino 
Shirts, whole or half sleeves, 60c. each; Scarlet gauze (anti- 
rheumatic), $1.25 each; Canton Flannel Shirt and Drawers, 75 c. 
each; Best Pepperell Jean Drawers, 50. each. 

MEEP’S UMBRELLAS. 
BEST GINGHAM, PATENT PROTECTED RIBS, $1 each; 
) hag cent stronger than any other Umbrellas, Regina and Twilled 
ilks in all styles. Novelties in Ladies’ Sun and Rain Umbrellas, 
KEEP’S KID GLOVES, 
For Gents, the eo A lain or embroidered, $1 a pair. 
HANDKERCHIEFS, HOSIERY, TIES, Re. 

All goods warranted. Samples and circulars mailed free. We 
have removed our Sixth avenue store to No. 1299 BROADWAY, 
between 33d and 34th streets. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


STORES; 


637 Broadway 
— { 1299 Broadway b New York, 


RUINARTesratienea 17200 HAMP AGNES. 


pr e recent ts of these Wines to be 
unequaled in quality, 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 
Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 
DODGE, CAMMEYER € CO., 
16 Cortlandt St., Sole Agents tor the United States. 





No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn, 








‘North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE 


BETWEEN 


Sailing every Saturday. 
* Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 





MOSEL..... Saturday, Sept. 6 | DONAU....Saturday, Sept. 20 
ODER...000¢ Saturday, Sept.13 | RHEIN .....Saturday, Sept. 27 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 

i $100 | Second Cabin............+. $60 
Steerage, $30. 

Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $30 
N. B.—Steerage tickets to all points in the South of England, $30. 


OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, 
No. 2 Bowling Green. 


Manhattan Elevated Railway. 
OPEN FROM 6:30 A.M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

. CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
erries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST.—Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer- 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. ‘ 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferr 
to Tersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 
Point. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

53D ST. AND 8TH AVE. s9THST. ANDgTHAV. 72D 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND 9TH AV. 93D ST. D 
gTHAV. 104TH ST. AND 9TH AV. FOR UP-T6 ; 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and gth av. 
alternately, 

Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

FARE TEN CENTS, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7F.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, : 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 


Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9.45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint to§ro.35*P.M. 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connecting with steamer 

‘M. to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 














“D. R. Martin” hourly, from 9.25 A 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘‘Thomas Collyer’ and ‘“‘Laura M. Starin’’ leave 
North River landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly 
to 8.25 P.M. Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 P.M. Pier 8, 


9.55 A.M., and hourly to 6.55 P.M. 
Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 


Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.40 P.M. 


CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


FELT HATS 


FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 
PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshtibler, Homburg, Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottler’s of Rincter’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 
Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines, 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 

PH. SCHERER & CO., 














8 College Place, near Barclay St., N.Y. 





FRASH & CO. 


10 Barclay St., New York. 


CHAMPAGNE. 


“Continental” Brand. 





Im cases, quarts........0c0 ¢ 
Se emiecncamaty 
“ cocktails, roo bottles............ 7.00 


A suitable discount to the trade, 


TEN CENTS A GLASS. 


Champagne Pavillion at Coney Island, 
opposite New Iron Pier and adjoining 

est Brighton Beach Hotel. 

Also Cal. Hock, Claret, Angelica, Sherry 
and Brandy. 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
Sole Agents tor 


A 9 
Ayala-Chateau d Ay 
-CHAMPAGNES. 

TAUM neh Go, huedesherm Rhine Wines. 
L. Tampier &.Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & ae Cognacs,; 








CHAMPAGNE | 


FRASH & CO. 


























L. DE VENOGE, 
41 South William Street, New York. 


GENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S ‘N SHL NI G3LY0dWI 














D. A. MAYER, 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. § 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHER! 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “ PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For culars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 











Cleanse and moisten the dry stickey mouth of patients and 
refresh them with Hop-Bitters diluted with cool water. 


2 
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PIANOS. 
erior to all others in Tone, Durability, 
ant’ orkmanship; have the endorsement 
of the Leading Artists. First Medal of Merit 
and Diploma of Honor at Centennial Ex- 
hibition. 
Sohmer & Co., 149 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


For Ricungss or Tone 


Reduced Prices. Cash or Time. 





= , 
Frasticiry oF Touch AND 
EVERYTHING THAT RENDERS 
A Piano PERFECT, tTHey 
CANNOT BE SURPASSED. 


CALENBERG & VAUPEL 


FACTORY AND 
WAREROOMS: 


335 W. 36th St, 


between 8th & 


th Avenues, 


NEW YORK, 





For the Accommodation 


STRANGERS and OTHERS 


VISITING THE CITY, 


Arnold, Constable 


& CO. 


ARE NOW EXHIBITING 
A CHOICE ASSORTMENT 


FALL NOVELTIES, 


FINE DRESS GOODS 
SILK BROCADES, 


Black and Fancy Colored Silks, 


BROCADE VELVETS, 
and FANCY PLUSHES, 


INDIA SHAWLS, 


PARIS COSTUMES & WRAPS, 
RICH LACES 


AND 


MADE-UP LACE GOODS, 


HOSIERY and UNDERWEAR. 
KID, SUEDE and CASTOR GLOVES, 
CLOTHS, SUITINGS 


and CLOAKINGS. 
ALSO, 
A MAGNIFICENT STOCK OF 


NOVELTIES 


CARPETS 
UPHOLSTERY GOODS 


é&c., &c. 


——_——_ 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article. guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 


DEN TAL . OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 
Late 389 Canat STREET. 











Feb tag 


PUBLISHER OF 


ENLARCING OF PHOTOGRAPHS, 


308 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


Specialty: PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION, 


Agents wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. jAnd through any Newdealer. 





PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


IFILING “PUCK” 


Price $1.00. 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK * 


OFFICE, 


21 & 23 Warren St., 





SIZE, 


THE 


2 CUPS. -000eeroneeenevreee e+e +$§.00 


eo cccccccceccoocces 6.75 
ecccccccccccesccce 8.75 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 
HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 
Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerators, 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y. City 


oe ses 
G * jeoece 


PRICE. SIZE. 


10 “ 


5-75 





| See 
er | évdesna 


The Trade supplied, 


FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 


PRICE, 
jnesinenanie $10.00 
11.50 
13.00 





BARRETT 


The Great New York Tailor, 


SUCCESSOR TO ARNHEIM 


OF THE WELL-KNOWN STORE, 
202 BOWERY 


Is the CHEAPEST and MOST FASHIONABLE TAILOR in 
AMERICA, HE EMPLOYS FIRST-CLASS WORKMEN 
ONLY, and HAS the LARGEST ASSORTMENT of FOREIGN 
and DOMESTIC WOOLENS to CHOOSE StL ar QUALITY 
STYLE and PRICES UNEQUALLED. CALL 


202 BOWERY 


OBSERVE 








TOP OF SICN. 
BRANCH STORE, No. 19 WALL STREET. 





HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 
IMPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—15 : Bowery. 
PANTS to order .... 2.0000 ceccs-soecsccececesees $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to “= . $12.00 to $40.00 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

















PICH 


KEP EI HAVA 


TICKET OFFICE. 102 NAS 


Grand Extraordinary Drawing takes place Sept. 16th. 
CAPITAL A Half Million Spanish Dollars. 
Prizes, amounting to 1,350,000 SranisH Do.vars. 


Tickets, $100., Halves, $50. Fourths, 
Tenths, $10. pawenticths, $s. 


to Clubs and Agents on application. 


scar a, DRAWING 


Lovist IANA. 
patent petobe 
Tic ad 


ALL. CERMAN *ST ATE 


a@ In writing orders or for in rmation 


that you saw this in the English “‘Pucx.”’ 





SEPTEMBER 

000. Whole tickets, @1. 

r Tach! apfeats 648,000. 
OTT RIES. 


PAN} 


NA: 


SAU S'.NY 


$25. Fifths, $20. 


30. 





please state| 












































og A 


PRS apee eas I : 


DEALER tn 
FEED For tat . - 
42K Boa : a 


TEED TOR tne POLICE | 
\FEEO FOR THE LS 





A LOT OF BAD EGGS. 
THE LITTLE GAMES OF SOME POLICE COMMISSIONERS. 











